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unlikelihood in the story that rests only on his own. words, that one day, in the home of a much younger schoolmate, when his friend's mother, lovely, gentle, and gracious, spoke to him with some unusual tenderness, the tones thrilled him with a new sensation, and kindled within him, in his own phrase, the first purely ideal love of his soul. To this lady, Jane Stith Stanard, he became strongly attached, as a lonely boy of fourteen, whose affections were beginning to wander from an unsympathetic home, naturally would; but she was his confidant and friend only for a short time. She died April 28, 1824, at the early age of thirty-one years; and for a long while he haunted her grave by night, brooding on the mystery of the dead, and there in the sigh of the dry grasses and the louder moan of autumn winds his young heart caught the first faint notes of that pzean of passionate regret and self-sprung terror which afterward, struck on his lyre, became the Jo Triomphe of despair. The fascination of this lady did not cease with her life, but grew with his years; the direct experience of death in her loss was the ground on which his imagination long worked, and determined the early bent of his mind toward a sombre supernaturalism. One need not try to disentangle the bare facts from this, as it seems, almost legendary anecdote; * however much its romantic element may have been heightened,
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